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ELEANOR.

Not ev'n the central diamond, worth, I think,
Half of the Antioch whence I had it,

HENRY.

That?

ELEANOR.

I gave it you, and you your paramour;
She sends it back, as being dead to earth,
So dead henceforth to you,

HENRY.

Dead ! you have murder'd her,
Found out her secret bower and murder'd her.

ELEANOR.
Your Becket knew the secret of your bower.

HENRY (calling out\
Ho there ! thy rest of life is hopeless prison.

ELEANOR.

And what would my own Aquitaine say to that ?
First, free thy captive from her hopeless prison.